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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spot. 


Wednesday.—Had a more or less interesting morning in the 
Bankruptcy Court with Hooley. (He was the bankrupt!) Curious 
study, Hooley—sort of De Rougemont of the city. All his facts are 
old facts—but certain dull impudence in way of putting them fixes 
attention. Soon tired of the thing, and found the court stuffy, so 
went off to Palestine to see that the Kaiser young man was getting 
on all right with his tour, and, finding him all right (but hot), came 
round by Atbara and told Marchand that he’d got to come away 
‘“‘ for keeps.” He seemed disappointed, poor chap, and it is hard on 
the burglar when he can’t keep the swag. Got back as soon as 
possible, and took Lord Wolseley down to Taunton to unveil the 
memorial to ‘‘ Lieut.’’ Chard, the hero of Rorke’s Drift, and over 
to Acton to help Lord George Hamilton lay the foundation-stone of 
another ‘‘ Passmore Edwards” Library. Dined with Mr. and Mrs. 
T. Ellis at the Venetian Hall, Holborn Restaurant—also with the 
L.C.C. at the Mansion House. A member of the former is said to 
have made the following reflections :— 


NEUTRAL GROUND. 


In language which has oft possessed 
A certain animation, 

Some strong opinions we’ve expressed 
About the Corporation ; 

But, though divided we may be, 
And deem each other sinner, 

Upon one point we do agree— 
We like a decent dinner. 


Thursday.—Got Marchand to Cairo (was careful not to hurt his 
feelings, of course, but told him not to make such a fool of himself 
another time). Passed the afternoon dressing in various uniforms 
and evening dresses, and afterwards dined with Sir Michael Hicks 
Beach and the County Brewers’ Society at the Whitehall Rooms, 
also with the Hotel and Restaurant Protection Society at the 
Tivoli, and likewise (without Mr. Goschen) at the Cutlers’ Feast 
in the distant town of Sheffield. 


Friday.—Was engaged most of the day with the Sirdar (this 
name is a Persian word and means ‘“‘ The man with the head’”’) ; 
took him to the Guildhall and got him his sword, and later in the 
evening to the Mansion House and got him his dinner—he seemed 
to enjoy both fairly well. Spent some time, also, at the South 
London Art Gallery among some very interesting specimens of 
black and white art from Durer t- Mr. Fun (thought the latter not 
by any means adequately represented). Also amused myself over 
in Germany, where some unfortunates who have been chaffing His 
Imperial Humorousness have got it hot (those who haven’t 
decamped) for ‘“‘lesé majesté.”” But how can people help it if the 


Kaiser (who has his good points) will give such chances! 


Noricxz. —The Hurttor wrll not be answerable for any CONITIOULWIes, U 
unless accompanied by a 


NO SENSE OF HUMOUR. 
The Kaiser speechifies and bears 
His altitude conceitedly— 
The cock of rulers he declares 
Himself to be repeatedly. 
In Folly’s field he holds his right 
To have his royal run of it 
| But woe betide the luckless wight 
Who dares to see the fun of it ! 


Saturday.—Guy Fawkes Day—went out in a mask as my ay 
chance of not being mistaken for an effigy of the late Guido. Too 
the Archbishop of Canterbury and Lady Temple home, and then 
assisted Mr. McKinnon Wood to lay the foundation-stone of another 
‘‘Passmore’’ Library (at East Ham this time). Helped some 
mayors and old constituents of the retiring Lord Mayor to call at 
the Mansion House and congratulate him on the success of his 
“term.” Sawa lot of football. Bought a penn’orth of squibs and 
let them off in the back garden after dinner. 

Monday.—Began the week rather busily. Took Labouchere down 
to Northampton, and helped him open a new Liberal club. Came 
back and helped the Princess Christian open the Artists’ Guild 
Exhibition at the Imperial Institute, afterwards going upstairs and 
performing the same office for the Needlework Guild. Spent an 
envious hour or two at Sotheby's watching other fellows get the 
Mastellar books I wanted (but couldn't afford) into their clutches. 
Dined at Aldershot at the Inkerman banquet—and with Marchand 
at the French Club, Cairo—and with Lord Curzon at the Royal 
Societies’ Club—and at the Middle Temple with the ‘term 
keepers”’ (the Benchers’ new table arrangements appear to be 
received ina spirit of discontent). Went afterwards and had a look 
at some rather misty ‘‘ cinematographe’”’ pictures of the sea, shown 
by the Navy League at St. James’s Hall, then joined the Hamp- 
stead bonfire procession, and didn’t get home till morning—I think. 

Tuesday.—Went and installed the New Lord Mayor at the 
Guildhall—saw that Roosevelt got in for New York—took Lord 
Kitchener down to Chatham, and the Duke and Duchess of 
Connaught to Welbeck. Passed an hour with the chrysanthemums 
at the Westminster Aquarium, and then went to see how the 
‘* Peace Commission ” were getting on in Paris, Don’t seem to be 
getting on at all. 

ALL OF A PEACE. 

The Spaniard and the Yankee 

To settle things have met 
I wouldn't give a thank’ee 

For chances of it yet! 
Between this pair of nations 

It’s patent to us now 
These Peace negotiations 

May finish in a row! 

THe Sporrer. 
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Mistress.—** Jane, we have some friends coming to suppzr this evening, so we 
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will have those pheasants your master brought home the other day.”’ 
New Servant.—-‘ Lor! mum, I threw them away days ago, they did smell that 


awful. 





I’m sure they were not fit to eat.”’ 
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“On Things in General. 
By Mr. 


I must ay that lately ‘I’ve ’ad France 
fair on the brane,” as the Englishman 
sed wen the Frenchman kicked ’im on 
the ‘ead, wich is “ Froggy’s”’ way of 
fightin’, an’ one wot any Briton woud 
‘‘kick at.”” Major Marchand is sed to 
’ave expressed ‘is sorrer at the abandon- 
ment of Fashoda by the French Govern- 
ment, but it strikes me that ’e was jolly 
glad to leave there, anyway! I fancy 
that the “war scare’’ (not that we was 
scared—no fear !)’as now died away from 
a deep growl to a few littel yelps, wot 
don’t hurt no one; so I can get on with 
me washin’ in peace. 

The Mussulmans—muscles or not— 
’ave found astronger man than there- 
selves in Admiral Noel, who ’as been 
chuckin’ ’em out of Crete in the most 
admirabel manner, notwithstandin’ that 
Abdul ’as been tryin’ to ‘‘ block the way ”’ 
with coster-like cheek. An’ ain’t they 
jist been stringin’ ’em up over there! It 
must make Billington’s mouth water to 
’ear of it! 

Terah-ra-ra-boom-de-ay! Mr. Hooley 
seems to ’ave come through ’is ordeal 
with “ flyin’ colours,” an’ it strikes me 
’e ain’t half bad company. I wish ’im 
well, an’ a few more millions in the 
future. 

I must say a few words about Lord 
Kitchener, or I might get ‘“ hauled over 
the coals.” Well, wot strikes me is ’is 
’*xtreme modesty, in all his speeches self 
is ever put in the background, and all 
the glory shoved on others; but we ain’t 
goin’ to ‘ave that, for we know ‘is 
modesty is wot allus acompanies true 
ginius ; sol ses, ‘‘Three cheers for ’im, 
an’ split your lungs! ” 

The late Lord Mayor is to be knighted. 
“Every dorg ’as ‘is day,” an’ Lord 
Mayors gin’rally, so to say, ’ave their 
(k)nightcaps, or rather, knighthoods. 


‘Fun’s’”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


A Reflection. 


Many a man is fond of his pipe and 
glass, and how many a woman is fond of 
her cigarette and (looking) glass. 


— 














The Germanceuvres of Jane. 


[Jenny Dyk, a Breslau girl of 19, who spoke jeeringly about a 
ortrait of the German Emperor, has been sentenced to two months’ 


mprisonment. } 


(With Mr. “ Fun’s” apologies to Mr. Henry Arthur Jones.) 


WuiLe Haymarket ‘‘ mummers,” with skill and with vigour, 
Unrolled Henry Arthur's odd tangle 
Of startling events that revolved round the figure 


Of eniev and ’ 


» 
BiG, Sh \ Sf Yangis 


Je gasped at | 
ped 

A 

We strained m: 


in Vain 


To discover a single good trait in the shady 


Manceuvres of Jane! 


But these tidings from Breslau new sin-depths reveal, 
And, when next on the shimmer and spangle 

Of Harrison’s stage we set eyes, we shall feel 
More in love with the naughty Miss Nangle! 

A Jane (maid in Germany) does such a vicious, 
Vile deed as would fill with disdain 

The shocked soul of the Jones-girl—despite all capricious 

Manceuvres of Jane ! 

To scoff at a portrait of ‘‘ Nulli Secundus ” 
Which chanced in a bookshop to dangle— 

The thought on’t (although her cool impudence stunned us) 
Would quite have unnerved Jenny Nangle! 
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th more lenient eyes on the sprightly 


So we'll look wi 


would deign 


Manceuvres of Jane! 
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The Radical — Leadership. 


“It is clear,’ thinks the Spectator, 
“that Lord * Rosebery is preparing to 
make a bid for the Radica: leadership.’’} 


Ir Lord Rosebery makes a bid, 
And there should be no “ kidding ”’ ; 
For Harcourt, who of late’s been chid, 
Affairs will look forbidding ! 








Constitutional. 


Boarding-house Keeper.—‘*How do 
you find the butter this’morning, Mr. 
Wagg ?”’ 

Boarder.—‘* Apparently in excellent 
health, madam ; it’s strong!” 





—— 














“ Niver !” 


‘‘ POLICEMAN,” said Mrs. Murphy to a 
member of the force, ‘‘ Oi’ve lost me 
husband these two days.” suwx<i 

‘¢ What kind of a looking man is your 
husband ? ’’ asked the policeman, 

“ Sure, he’s acarrotty-headed, mouldy- 
lookin’, drunken little varmint with a 
squint,” replied Mrs. Murphy. 

“A carrotty-headed, mouldy-looking, 
drunken little varmint with a squint,” 
mused the policeman. ‘‘ Why, there’s a 
man somewhat answering to that descrip- 
tion lying dead at the mortuary now.” 

‘*Hivens!’’ exclaimed Mrs. Murphy. 
‘* It sounds too good to be true! Phwat 
did the man die of?” 

‘* He was found drowned.” 

** Drowned in water ?”’ 

‘‘Of course!” almost laughed the 
policeman. ‘‘ He was taken out of the 
Thames, apparently a case of suicide.” 

‘‘Thin he isn’t me husband,” declared 
Mrs. Murphy, very decidedly. ‘Shure, 
me husband cudn’t bear water to touch 
him, either insoide or outsoide. Now, if 
the man had been found drowned in 
beer or whisky, I shud say it was me 
husband, but drowned in water—niver!”’ 

And Mrs. Murphy looked sad. 
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this money.” 

















She.—* You are sure you do not love me because my aunt has just left me all 


He.—“Oh, not because your aunt has left you the money, dearest, certainly not tee 








CLUB. 


giddiness. . . Whereupon His 


was that? ’’—Vide Law Reports.] 


\\ 


Them “ lippity-clippity ” going 





Has elated us greatly lately 


Sir Hal and his brethren seem all 


47 


Than the 





“< vy vy Ty ‘ 7 *! se. 
¥ tnat, in 1OD Piece vu 


By asking, with pouts, for the whereabouts 
Of the “Palace” and ‘‘ Met.” sedately. 
But, alas, such cases we seldom read ! 


a°;wr ed 
ap! 
y rc he 


babes and the sucklings we took 


Now, by all the powers, these Judges o ours 
Are becoming a bit too knowing ! 
They our love could draw, when we thought we saw 


On the good old highway, which down we put 
As “the path of judicial innocence’: but 

They are whirling fast (and they prove it plain) 
Round the dangerous corner of Know-All-Lane! 


Be it straight confessed that “ one of their best ” 


Deplorable Decline of “ Judicial Innocence.” 
LAMENT FROM THE BIBULOUS BOYS OF THE ZIGZAG 


[During the hearing by Judge Lumley Smith of a recent judgment 
summons case, the subpcenaed defendant (having failed to bob up 
serenely) was declared by his solicitor to be suffering from 
Honour caused much 


merriment by archly querying : “Aha! at what time of the day 


. re TY 


And the newest phase of their know-all craze 
Makes us bow to ’em numbly, dumbly! 
Depriven are we of our speech, to see 
The acumen of lynx-eyed Lumley, 
Who—told of a person with giddiness sick— 
Knows so much of man’s nature that, quick and slick, 
He the giddiness-hour diagnoses pat, 
And inquires, ‘‘ At what time of the day was that?” 
On this stated case we no comments trace ; 
We are only concerned in showing 
That, by all the powers, these Judges of ours? 
Are becoming a bit too knowing! 
We adored the lore that was “ simply fudge ”"— 
But we'd better “‘ turn teapots,” if dear Sir J 
Mbeey we thought such an innocent-souled chickabiddy) 
tarts > eT . « « .« the hour when a fellow turns 
giddy! ! 


———————— 








A Novel Basis. 


‘According to a Vienna newspaper, the Czar’s idea of s general 
disarmament was obtained from a novel by Baroness Sutze, entitled 


‘ Down with the Army 


i 
; 


To those who would like to say farewell to war, 
And avoid international friction, 
How sad to reflect that design of the Czar 


tly « ' : . ‘ - 4 Hats » 7 
Was not founded on fa but on fiction ! 
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Cabby.—“'Ere! Eight’npence! Wot's this for?” 

Athletic Fare.—‘‘ Well, the shilling’s your fare, and the sixpence is a little present for yourself! See?” 

(Marches off with honours of war.) 
-— —— 





















Climbing Down. 
FRANCE SOLILOQUISES :— 


CLIMBING up was very pleasant, 
How I felt my pulses beat— 
To the noble and the peasant 
Climbing up is very sweet ! 
Mounting upwards wild hopes flatter 
That you'll wear the laurel crown— 
But it’s quite another matter— 
Climbing down ! 


Climbing up—you take around you 
Ever longer, larger views ; 

Though the glory may confound you, 
Who such glory could refuse ? 

There is something buoyant, breezy, 
In a climber-up’s renown— 

But your life is not so easy 

Climbing down! 


Climbing" up—you see for ever 
Fickle Fortune's topmost peak, 
And a motive for endeavour 
You have never far to seek. 
Fame is hov'ring ever near you, 
Though the heavens seem to frown! 
But there’s nothing much to cheer you— 
Climbing down ! 


Climbing up—I thought how spacious 
Is the realm that I shall gain, 

And I felt a joy vivacious 
As I left the lowly plain ; 

And I said: “ I'll stay for ever! 
Bull is but a simple clown! ’ 

But I do not feel so clever— 

Climbing down ! 





Climbing up—I saw the nations 
Waving, from the plains below, 

Many friendly salutations 
As they watched me upward go; 

JLoud they cried : ‘* La Gloire she’s after ; 
See, she holds Fame by the gown!” 

But I only hear their laughter— 

Climbing down! 


Climbing up—lI saw a vision 
Of a Franco-Dervish rule ; 

And I laughed in sheer derision 
Of John Bull the baffled fool ! 
But my laughter bright and merry 

Now in tears I have to drown— 
It’s humiliating, very— 
Climbing down ! 


Climbing up, ’twas my opinion 

That the Russians would assist— 
That the wily Abyssinnian 

Would display a mailéd fist ; 
That of friends I should have many, 

Black, and White, and Dusky Brown ; 
But I find I haven’t any— 

Climbing down! 


Climbing up—they murmured sweetly : 
“ Now go in, my girl, and win! 

You will beat old Bull completely 
When to mount you once begin. 

In the Hint rland he’s cla ming 





Climbing up—I calculated 
On checkmating Master Bull ; 
I had often heard it stated 
That his hands were far too full, 
That his ancient might was shaken, 
That he’d hardly dare to frown :— 
But I find I was mistaken— 
Climbing down! 


Climbing up—I was delighted 
With my diplomatic schemes, 
And I thought that I had sighted 
The great goal of all my dreams. 
Said I: ‘* All will wish to be me 
When I’ve won the laurel crown!” 
How they all must laugh to see me 
Climbing down! 











Unprepared. 


Nurse (beamingly, to Mr. Nerry).— 
‘** It’s twins, sir! ”’ 

Mr. Nerry.—* Er—er—rather sud— 
sudden, isn’t it, nurse? ”’ 








A Suggestion. 


Saphed.—“ Isn’t it strange when you 
cannot just hit upon the word you want ? 
Now, I want to call myself something, but 

annot, for the life of me, hit upon the 
right word. 

‘“* Tdiot ?”’ suggested Keene. 
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CLIMBING DOWN. 
FRANCE (LOQ.)—‘‘FAIN WOULD I CLIMB, 
BUT THAT I FEAR TO FALL.” 
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D COMMONSENSE DISPLAYED BY THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT IN CIRCUMSTANCES OF UNUSUAL DIFFICULTY HAVE 
iS AND THREATENING STORM Lord Salisbury at the Guildhall Banquet 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 156.) 
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CHAPTER V, 


DINNER parties are 
a mistake. At least, 
Raps and I think they 
are, and We can say sO 
by experience. From 
the very first we had 

certain misgivings 
about going, because we heard the “maternal” tell Susan 
to dress and bring us in after dessert. She only meant clothe 
us, but how on earth were we to know. Susan was very 
angry about it, she having evidently made other arrange- 
ments with John Jawkins, and called us ‘little wretches.” 
The dinner was given in honour of the ‘“ Lady Cyclist ” and Tom 
to celebrate their ‘‘ maudling propensities,” which we now discover, 
for the first time, is called an engagement. Our male parent had 
said it was an occasion on which he would certainly kill the fatted 
calf; so, of course, we expected fun, but I think some one must 
have asked him to reserve that for a more fitting opportunity. 

It was the “‘ proudest moment of our lives’’ when Susan ushere 
us into the dining-room (‘‘ proudest moment”’ is not original, 
we heard it several times during the evening). Everybody we 
knew was there—also Aunt Smithers. 

Everybody came round and kissed us or patted our heads—except 
Aunt Smithers. 























“It WAS THE PROUDEST MOMENT 0] R LIVES.” 


Shi 
we were 1 lisap pointed had 1 


the proper spirit 








Raps was quite scornful over the dinner. 
‘‘ Just fancy, Taps,” he said, ‘‘the maternal having the cheek to 
put a thing like this before me, the Baby Champion Swallower, 





“ WIT I3 KOLLOW, SIR, WHEN ONE WANTS FEEDING.” 


(They had given us each a very small piece of orange.) Just pass 
me one of those three-cornered nuts, old fellow, and I’ll show what 
I can do.” 

‘‘T can’t reach them,” I said. 

“Then yell like poison,” he returned. 

We both started at once, and at the sametime. The company 
seemed somewhat perturbed, and Aunt Smithers smiled for the first 
and last time. 

‘“‘ Little dears! ’’ said one of the ladies, ‘‘ they want the brazils.”’ 

This was an opening for our facetious male parent. I saw him 
— vainly with it for a moment or two, but it was too much 

or him. 

‘Christopher Columbus!” he shouted; “why not ask for the 
whole. of South America at once? Shall we concede this nutty 

int?” 
wie laughed in a constrained sort of way, and the maternal 
said 

‘Certainly not. It will make them ill.”’ The maternal does not 
understand the subtleties of our male parent’s wit. 

Our progenitor then proposed the health of the ‘“‘ Lady Cyclist ”’ 
and “Tom,” in a few words, which an old lady said was “Such a 
beautiful speech!” (I believe it’s an old lady’s prerogative 
to make this remark.) Then Tom stood up and said 4 
lot of nice things about the Progenitor, Maternal, and also 
about us (the hypocrite after what he kas said), and finished up by 
saying that he hoped that we—Raps and I—the heirs to the 
progenitor’s wit, etc., would never bring his hairs to sorrow and the 
grave. Now it never does to make a play on words unless you are 
quite sure of scoring your point. The company looked very 
confused. Some laughed and turned aside, others coughed, and 
Tom—well! Tom blushed scarlet—our male parent is very bald, 
and rather sensitive on the point. I am rather mixed as to what 
eek pry after this, as two ladies got to personalities across our 
h of the merits of Tom and the lady cyclist. From what we 
~~ — the lady cyclist is a designing creature, and Tom 
a’ Gawk. 

I don’t know what a ‘‘ Gawk”’ is, but it fits Tom exactly. 

Susan was called in soon after this, and we were sent tobed. She 
seemed overjoyed at our dismissal, and said “at last.” John 
Jawkins is a very patient man. We rather like John, for does he 
not give us more liberty by alluring our attendant away. 

As soon as Susan had gone Raps sat up in bed. 

‘“* Taps,” he said, ‘‘ we have dined wisely and not too well. 
do you think ofit ? ” 

‘It’s not a patch lr morn 
‘* Methinks I hear tl sshing of the china yet. 

“ You’re right, Taps!” he responded, his eyes brightening. 
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ing at Aunt Smithers’,”’ I said. 
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nearly £300 worth. Taps, this is our greatest achievement as yet ; 
it even exceeds my swallowing—— ” 

“Yes, yes!” I said hastily. ‘ But what about the dinner?” 

“The dinner,” he said, gravely, ‘‘ was a ghastly fraud. The idea 
of asking two young gentlemen, I repeat, young gentlemen, to 
dinner, and only giving them a modicum of orange. And then to 
refuse them the only thing they had to ask for; a couple of paltry 
nuts. Wit is very well in its small way, but it’s hollow, sir, 
hollow ! when one wants feeding.” 

“ But, then, the nut-crackers were near you, Raps,” I said, “and 
surely you, the champion “ 

‘Ah! Taps, why didn’t you mention it at the time? If I had 
but swallowed that, what a sensation it——. You're an ass, sir. 
Go to sleep!’’ (He had seen I was chaffing him.) 


(To be continued.) 











The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 


BOOL PREPARES FOR THE PEACE CONFERENCE. 


When Bool 4s soundly sleeping, 
You will generally find, 
That his foes are round him creeping 
And for mischief feel inclined ; 
Though they say they do not fear him 
When they give his tail a shake, 
They will never linger near him 
If he happens to awake. 


““ Come along, there's sport before us ; 
Let us give his paws a rap!” 

Cry his enemies in chorus 
When he takes a little nap, 

But they always keep their distance, 
And are really most polite, 

When they find he means resistance 
And is spoiling for a fight. 


While he slumbers, Bowski’s daring 
For he very rightly thinks 

Bool will always be forbearing 
When he’s taking forty winks ; 

But the big Bear's very knowing, 
Peaceful plunder he prefers— 

And he'll say : “ Imust be going!” 
If the Lion only stirs. 


Just as long as Bool will suffer 
Their presumption to prevail— 
They will call him poor old buffer 
As they twist his placid tail— 
But they take to temporising, 
And they shiver in affright 
When they find that Bool is rising 
And is spoiling for a fight. 

WHEN Franki, at the eleventh hour, rather hastily decided not to 
obstruct the Sphinx in her journey southwards, it was generally 
expected that Bool would be pacified, and would lie down like a 
lamb, and give way like a Christian, and pass his tail round for an 
international twist. Bool, however, didn’t seem to see things in 
quite the same light—indeed, his warlike preparations took an even 
more extended range, and instead of sitting down he took to sitting 
up all night attending to his teeth and claws, thus making everyone 
else ‘‘sit up,” too. In fact, the whole world was kept on the qut 
vive, which is believed to be the only qui which will reopen the 
open door that was so unexpectedly slammed. Anyway, Bool, sur- 
rounded by his grown-up family, and attended by Jo, his Imperial 
Jackal, took to whispering the most awful things, and as he, 
unfortunately, doesn’t exactly shine as a whisperer, sentences of 
vital import were caught from time to time by the listening 
universe. ; 

It need hardly be said that Bowski, Franki, Puff Tupp, Hungri, 
and It Ali took considerable interest in Bool’s extraordinary be- 
haviour, and stood as near as they dared, and listened with all their 
ears, 

“As for that, Franki,” Bool was heard exclaiming, “if he so 
much as dares to look at me again I'll Waterloo him, I'll Trafalgar 
him, I’ll Nile him; see if I don’t.” ; 

“‘ Sapristi !”” chattered Franki, when he heard this. ‘ Listen to 
that—sacre-bleu! Listen to that! Let us raise the Egyptian 
Question. Let us——”’ 

“ Raise the devil!” growled Bowski, whose naturally sweet temper 
had unaccountably turned a little sour. ‘‘This is a pretty time to 
start raising questions, this is," continued the big r, “I'das 
soon raise Cain, myself—I’d—but listen——” 

“Yes,” Jo, the Jackal, was heard to remark g wen; I quite agree 
with you, quite. If you will remember I said at the time, ‘ Leave 
it to me,’ but, of course, you didn’t—and—well—here we are, don t 
you know. As I have always said, ‘ he who sups with the—— 

“ Ah,” growled Bool, ‘“ I know—long spoon and all that : but 

i've said it before, and then it wasn’t original—but you're right 
for all that. But this isn’t going to a ‘supper’ party, this isn t. 
This is going to be a tea-fight, a dashed old China Pekoe tea-fight, this 





is, and, between you and me——” but here Bool became very 
grave and confidential, and the listeners could hear nothing. 

“* Well,” snapped Bowski to Franki, “ you have done it thie time, 
and no mistake. Oh, you're a volatile and amusing little animal, 
youare. You're a beautiful ally, I don’t think!” 

“Oh,” chattered Franki, “if you come to that, I'm as good as 
you, anyway—I’m——.”’ 

** Yes,”” Bool was heard whispering, “I think everything is ready. 
It will be a long pull, and a strong pull, and a pull altogether, but 
we shall pull it off this time or I’m much mistaken.” 

‘* Precisely,’’ murmured Jo, ‘‘ no doubt of it. But if you’d have 
started pulling when I first mentioned——.” 

‘*T know all about that,” retorted Bool, ‘and you're right again, 
but you needn’t keep bringing it up. Anyway, we'll give a pull 
now, and if I don’t mop up the map with old Bowski, may I 
never——.”” 

“There,” yelled Bowski, “ you heard that, I suppose. You 
Boulevard chatterer! You Dreyfus agitator! You Gasconading 
barricader! You ——.” 

“You're another!” shrieked Franki, ‘‘you'’re a beastly ‘nother, 
that’s what you are, you ugly, selfish, fat-headed——."’ 

‘* Well, it’s no use calling names,” said Bowski, calming down, 
‘‘ for no one knows what may happen now. Listen!” 

“ Yes,” Bool was heard saying, “ I’ve thought of that, too. If 
Puff Tupp really took it into his head to side with that precious 
pair—well-—-I suppose you’re not afraid, eh?" and Bool’s family 
gave such a roar as had never been heard before. 

‘“‘Ah, Puff Tupp,” cried Bowski, with an insinuating smile. 
‘See! He doesn’t think much of you, anyway.” 

‘** No,” chimed in Franki. ‘ He thinks very diminutive lager of 
you, anyway.” 

But Puff Tupp, though he smacked his chest two or three times 
and frowned a little, said never a word. 

** But he won't,” Bool was heard to continue. ‘‘ Puff Tupp won't. 

*ve had a good talk to old Puff Tupp, and—well !— he’s not such 
an ass as some of us imagined, Puff Tupp isn’t. He’s all right 
when you know him, but you've got to know him first.” 

“ There,” shouted Puff Tupp, triumphantly, “‘ you see how I am 
appreciated. You see that my dear old friend, Bool, doesn’t bear 
malice, and I don’t bear malice—and. Coming my way, egy ? 
Join us It Ali? Ta—ta!” and, with a flourish of his talon, Puff 
Tupp strutted away with his allies. 

Bowski stared at Franki, and Franki started at Bowski, and 
their faces fell, and they would have been standing like that now 
had not Bool suddenly roared to the universe his famous challenge 
to——. But that is another story! 











Lyceum Notes. 


Mr. Forses Rosertson’s Hamlet, which is even better performed 
than upon the occasion of the premiére some twelve months ago, is 
now alternating with his Macbeth. The two characters are so 
entirely opposite. The refined Danish student with a mission of 
revenge to pursue; the rough ambitious Scotch soldier rendered 
repulsive by an unscrupulous wife. Of the two impersonations the 
former is to my liking. The text of the play, too, is strongly incor- 
porated with one’s daily speech, thought, and action. The author 
knew human nature to the last shred, and could express it to the 
meanest intelligence. A few changes have been made in the cast, 
but they do not call for notice. Mrs. Patrick Campbell's per- 
formance as Ophelia has lost not one whit of its fascination. he 
Polonius of Mr. J. H. Barnes is more mellowed and amusing. The 
performance in its entirety is most satisfactory. 


Brother Officers, which has now settled down into an acknowled 
success at the Garrick Theatre, will be preceded on Wednesday 
next by a comedietta, written by Arthur Bourchier and F. Mone 
Coutts, entitled Mr. versus Mrs., and will be played by Miss Edit 
Woodworth (Mrs. Charles Kettlewell) and Mr. F.J. Nettlefold. 
Miss Woodworth returns to the stage after several years’ absence, 
It will be remembered that she played the heroine in Bootle’s Baby, 
and was very successful in Frou Frou, respectively produced 
the Globe Theatre. 


At the Empire Theatre the ballet Alaska, a dream of beauty in 
white and gold, appeals irresistibly to the taste of the public for the 
graceful in form and the rich, varied, and delicate in colour. 
Nothing funnier or cleverer is to be seen in London than Lavater 
Lee, a clown gifted with great humorous powers, and his clever 
mule and dogs. The Freire troupe of acrobats give a display of 
horsemanship as startling as anything yet exhibited by‘ Tod Sloan,” 
and M. Goleman, with his cats and dogs, is wonderful enough, but 
to those who know how invincible is the nervousness of cats in 
public life, their calmness and tractability in the hands of M. 
Goleman is nothing short of miraculous. 
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COMPLIMENTARY. 


Lord de Sprat.—‘ That is a pretty fan you have got, Miss Brown.” 

Miss Brown (who has an eye on his Lordship).—‘ That is not a fan, but one of 
the new umbrellas. I love short walking-sticks, umbrellas, short stories, and 
short gentlemen.” 
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A Train of Thought. 


fA medical paper says that in railway 
collisions nearly all the passengers who 
are asleep escape the bad effects of 
shaking and concussion, nature’s own 
anesthetic preserving them.] 


WHEN there’s danger on the line, 
And an engine’s like to dash 

In the rear part of your train 
With an awful-sounding crash, 
Don’t get flurried at the thought, 
Nor your startled senses lose, 
But just settle calmly down 

And drop off into a snooze! 


This advice, perhaps, you think 

Does not savour much of sense; 

Yet, if you reflect a bit, 

Why, the idea is ‘‘ immense’”’ ; 

For it’s an undoubted fact 

That trains north, south, west, and 
east, 

Over sleepers run each day. 

But ne’er hurt them in the least ! 





A Paragon of Perfection. 


O HAPLESS Deutschers ! sad your lot, 
What an exacting king you’ve got, 
A king who makes it piping hot 

For all who criticise him ! 
You must, if ’neath his rule you live, 
Unbounded praises to him give, 
He is so very sensitive, 

And satire sadly tries him ! 


If you’re not properly devout, 
Or if you should his wisdom flout, 
Within a dungeon, there’s no doubt, 
You’ll pine in deep dejection : 
No scornful words proud Wilhelm brooks, 
Soon in his awful judgment books 
Your name appears, if in his looks 
You fail to see perfection ! 


So haughty count and high-born earl, 
Professor staid and giggling girl, 
Praise his moustache’s upward curl, 
And pray don’t callit frightening: 
Let flattery to his form be paid, 
Say when in martial pomp arrayed, 
No finer figure Ajax made 
When he defied the lightning ! 


Whene’er his photograph you see, 

Drop on your knees, and shout with 
glee, 

‘*Oh, what a paragon is he, 
Chief of the genus homo !”’ 

And soon the noble Deutschers all 

Will to the picture-sellers crawl, 

And humbly bare their heads, and fall 
Prostrate before—a chromo ! 





E‘or Breakfast. 











Chocolat Menier 
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Sold Retail Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 




































































